THE   TIME   OF   MY   LIFE
back on the sofa, his self-sufficiency on the wane. "But to w
end? Money, yes. Fame? All is ephemeral, fame and the fam
alike. Honour, rooted in dishonour. Esteem for what I give,
for what I am. I have everything, yet possess nothing; noth
but this precious elixir of forgetfulness.
"Dissipat evius euros adeace. Yes, my lad, old Horace had
right idea; we can always depend on Bacchus to scatter <
cares, to banish regrets, confirm hopes, urge us to greater efi
and lift the burden from our anxious minds."
Again he filled his glass. "With the Immortal Bard I dr
down all unkindness, all men who live on envy and malice,
strong jealousy that judgment cannot cure, slander whose st
is sharper than a sword's point.
"Ah, my discreet and faithful friend, be well advised and pr<
by what you see: a man crowned with adversity holding a can
to his shame; a chronic drunk and rake gifted with skill, abstr
knowledge and mysteries, but eating the bitter bread of bani
ment."
Until the cumulative effects of increasing amounts of liqx
depressed his sensibilities it seemed to do no more than remc
inhibitions which slowed the currents in his mind. It was a<
all he had ever read and heard had been lastingly record*
needing only the reaction of alcohol on brain sells to be fresher
for reproduction. Long passages from scores of ancient and mod*
classics were recited with the ease and fluency of great familiari
innumerable quotations apropos of all human emotions, ser
ments and convictions pointed the wisdom distilled from his o
observations and experience.
Meanwhile he attended his office regularly and doubt!
sparkled more brilliantly in the eyes of his patients. But tin
would come a night when Henry, after driving down for hi
returned with an empty carriage. Dr. Mofiett had disappearec
"Now, whar yo spose that doctah man is at?3* Belle demand*
certain of the answer, yet hoping for a miracle.
"Of course," I suggested, "he may be having his dinner do^
town."
"No, suh! He ain't neveh et out when he kit eat in. Ah reckc
that misery's got a-holt of him. Hurry yo'r suppah, boy, an'
fotch him home/'
But it was not often that simple; the search sometimes last
several days. He was a liberal spender, and there were a numi